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To the Right Honourable 


Sir Robert //alpole. 


— ene HENCE comes it, Walpole, that a Soul, like 
| y S. G4 ſhine, 


TH A IM Whoſe Praiſe, long echo d thro the Britiſh 
| [ Plains, 
al > va * 8 truck Envy dumb, in two ſucceſſive Reigns, 


EY _ Should feel ſo rude a Shock, tho' ſtill the 
That they, who once extoll'd, now wrong thy Fame ? — 
If thou haſt well diſcharg d the Stateſman's Truſt, 
Whence ſprings ſuch Rancour, when Applauſe is Juſt ? 
Proceeds it hence, that by thy watchful Care 
Our happy Iſle is undiſturb'd by War ? 
Thar 


: M 
| * — | Where deepeſt Arts with native Candour join, 


[4] 

That Second GEORGE, for Britain's Welfare nurſt, 
Purſues the wholeſome Maxims of the Firſt ? 

That by his Pattern led, He ſtill maintains 

The ſame firm Courſe, and bids thee hold the Reins ? 
That matchleſs CAROLIN E, whom Nations bleſs, 
And all the Royal Race, thy Worth confeſs ? 

That all thy Toils tend only to ſuſtain 

Thy Country's Freedom, and thy Maſter's Reign, 
Th' Eftabliſh'd, Wiſe Succeſſion to defend, 

On which alone our Laws and Lives depend? 

That Fleurys Pupil, tho of Bourbon Race, 
Felt no Ambition but the Stag to chaſe, 
Till prompted by a ſudden Thirſt of Fame, 

He chang d Saint Hubert's for a Martial Flame? 
That Phihp's Queen, inflexible ere while, 

Her Carlos ſettled, now befriends our Iſle? 

That Charles avows again the Debt he owes, 

And courts the Nation, whence his Safety roſe ? 
That Belgia's ſevenfold State on ours telies, 

While each, to other true, the World defies ? 

That young NASSAU, with Royal ANNA gracd, 


Helps to ſupport the Fabrick WiL LI AM raisd? 
That peaceful Schemes with Dane and Swede prevail, 
Who hold with ſteady Hands the Northern Scale ? 


That 
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That Britiſh Trade in Ruſſian Ports revives, 
And, far as ſpreads the lazy Baltick, thrives ? 
That Poland, firm to her Elective Laws, 
Tho now divided, fights for Freedom's Cauſe ? 
Imports it ought to us, if in the Fray, 
Lezinski or Auguſtus win the Day? 

If War ſtill ravage Perf fruicful Plains, 
Or in the Wilds of ſcorching Africk reigns ? 
Concerns it Chriſtian States, if by the Sword 
Or Mahomet, or Hali be ador'd ? 

If faithleſs Turks, as fairhleſs Foes o'erthrow, 
Or Kouli rally to revenge the Blow? 

What boots it us, ſo Britain's Peace remain, 
Who Rules at Stamboul, or at Iſpaban? 


But ſince fell War, by ſtrong Conventions ty d, 
Breaks off its Chains, on which Mankind rely'd, 


Increaſing, like a Flood, its boundleſs Sway, 
While no Impediments obſtruct its Way : 

Tho Diſcord's Rage thy gentle Soul alarms, 
Methinks I hear thee call our Youth to Arms; 
Excite chem to aſſert their wonted Flame, 
The common Safety, and the Britiſh Name. 


[6 ] 
Thus fir d, methinks I ſee them ſoon repair 
Th' Inglorious Breaches of the former War ; 
Efface their Injur'd Ile's lamented Stains, 
And emulate Great Marlborough's Ten Campaigns ; 
Till a ſafe Peace, implor'd, not fore d, enſue, | 
To Britiſh Valour, and thy Counſels due: 
A Peace not patch d, or by Colluſion made, 
Like Utrecht's, 0 ſandy Bottom laid; 
Not weakly faſhion d, as before, in haſte, 
But founded on a Rock, and ſure to laſt. 
Say, Stateſman, would not this compleat thy Fame, 
And make ſucceeding Ages bleſs thy Name? 


Dipt in the Stream of ſuch a wholeſome Spring, 
What Poiſons could the Shafts of Malice bring? 


Would ſettled Peace, whence all our Bleſſings flow, 


Would Plenty's Copious Horn denounce our Woe? 


If theſe are Ills, not groundleſs is the Blame 


Wich which thy Rivals ſtrive to load thy Name. 


But if true Benefits, what juſt Renown 


For the World's Welfare would thy Labouts crown? 


Not inauſpicious may this Omen prove 
To reconcile to thee the Publick Loye ! 
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But here Apollo pulls the Muſe's Ear, 

And wiſely checks her in her full Career. 

If Peace or War ſhall prove the Nation's Fate, 

He crys, Sagacious Councils ſhall debate. 

To Kings and Senates State-Affairs belong; 

Thus warn d, the pliant Dame purſues her Song, 
Oh! could Ambition ſtop, or Envy (leep, 

What Crops might Britain from thy Labours reap? 
Tho' forty Winters charg'd, her fruitful Soil, 

Eas'd of its Load, would crown the Farmer's Toil. 
This was thy generous Plan, but why it fail d 
Let Frenzy anſwer, which,o'er Senſe prevail d. 
Not but the Thing was rightly underſtqgd, 

But Faction envied thee ſo great a Good. 

The Praiſe, reſulting from the-proud Delign, 

Her jealous Sons foreſaw would all be chine. 
Hence vile Inſult, hence wicked Slander ſprings, Hy 


Profane are mix d with the molt ſacred Things, | 
And Libels ſpare nor Miniſters, not Kings. : 


Hence their Mock-burnings-o'er the Nation ſpread, 
And what was meant for Sport, becomes our Dread. 
Tumult and Uproar for Rejoycing, ſtand, 

And Party-Madnels taints th unguarded Land. 


Theſe 
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Theſe are the Men, whoſe all-ſufficient Pride, 


Like Phaeton's, fires the World they could nor guide. 


Wich looſen'd Reins their headlong Courſe they ſteer, 
And to advance too ſlow, is all they fear, | 
They drive impetuous thro' the Flames they raiſe, 
As whilom wont in Anne's declining Days, 
When raſh, incautious Haſte, without Diſguiſe, 
Diſſolv'd the Films that clos d the Nation's Eyes. 


So fares it wich them now; reſtor'd to Sight, 
Their Bands revolt, and hail the new-born Light. 
Undaunted Caleb then, inflam'd with Ire, 
And arm'd with Vengeance, to his Train ſets Fire. 
Corruption, Parallels, and No Exciſe 
Go off like Squibs, and with a Bounce ſurprize. 
A ſtanding Army, like a Larum-Bell, 

Rings in our Ears a never-ceafing Knell: 


Tho inſufficient to repel a Foe, 


Or what's ſtill worſe, Ourſelves, bodes certain Woe. 


| Deſigns unthought-of, Place and Penſi on- Rolls, 
In thundering Journals echo o the Poles. 

The rankeſt Falſhoods are as Truths proclaim'd, 
And they, who merit moſt, the moſt are blam d. 


— 


* 
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He feigns Mock-Dangets to alarm the State, 


While thoſe he forges real ones create. 

Nor doubts he once, that, could his Arts deſeat 3 24854 
The Miniſter, himſelf would mount his Seat. 
Blind, not to ſee that he, of all Mankind, webrie 30 
Who builds vain Schemes, would leaſt Iadulgence find! 7 
So Korah ſtrove good Moſes to diſgrace | || + 1411 n ff 1H 
With fond, preſumptuous Hope to fill his Place. in 


So crafry Cromwel did his Creatures fool, vr 
His Cry was Freedom, but his Drift was Rule. 


— 


Thus Catiline, his Country to inſlave, 

Gave out, he arm d, its Liberties to fave. 

But watchful Tully ſoon unmask'd his Aim, 

Our Britiſh Tully, thou haſt done the ſame; 

In ſtrains Divine, like his, ſtrong, moving, clear, 


Unveil'd the double Face our Patriots wear. 


Go on, nor dread what diſappointed Rage 
Can act, the tranſient Scene of every Age. 


Fear not the Falſe, th' Ungrateful, and the Vain, 


| Whoſe Rule is to deceive in every Reign. 


Miſlead they may the Weak, but ſure they'll find 
Their Arts too groſs for a diſcerning Mind. 


C Such 


„ rer — 
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Such are thy Foes, whoſe Aims ſo well we trace, 


Their very Oppoſition ſpeaks thy Praiſe. 
Have they yet found, in all thy Courſe of Power, 


One Law infring d in the leaſt guarded Hour; 

One Shadow of a Crime, one Right oppreſs d, 
Revenge, or Malice lurking in thy Breaſt > 

By Nature mild, obliging, frank, humane, 

Whoſe juſt Pretenſion haſt thou heard in vain ? 

To whom, amidſt thy Cares, refus'd Acceſs, 

Or when not aided Merit in Diſtreſs? 

Has not thy well-form'd Soul, to Honour true, 
Perform'd each Duty, which from Friendſhip grew ? 
Oft rais'd the Grace beyond the Suitor's Thought, 


And done th' unhop'd-for Favour, ere 'rwas ſought ? 


With thy old Friends thy well-earn'd Honours ſhar'd, 


And ev'n thy proud, ungrateful Rivals ſpar d? 
Then whence theſe Broils, unjuſtify'd by Senſe ? 
Why rules Diſſention, void of all Pretence ? 

Are theſe, ye Patriots, your boaſted Arts 

To raiſe our Paſſions, and engage our Hearts ? 
Can wholeſome Doctrines iſſue from a School, 
Where Zeal for Truth denotes a ſtupid Fool? 
Where Senſe of Gratitude becomes a Jeſt, 

And Breach of Friendſhip is a Rule profeſt ? 


Where 
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Where no one Queſtion riſes in debate, 


But who ſhall govern, or embroil, the State? 

And where for private Aims the Vulgar Throng 
Muſt artfully be taught that Right is Wrong ? 

O Proof undoubted of degenerate Days, 

When Truth ſhall meet Reproach, and Falſhood Praile | 
Would Envy ſpeak what ſhe conceals in vain, 

She'd own, tis for his Worth ſhe hates the Man. 
Rare Merit but provokes and ſharpens Spite, 

Which ſnarls the more, the more its Objects Bright. 
Since then to blacken Worth is Envy's Boaſt, 

The moſt unſtain d are thoſe ſhe ſlanders moſt. 


Then fear not chou, tho Libels vent their Rage, 
And foul-mouth'd Clamour roar in every Page. 
Be it thy Task an equal Courſe to run, 

And end thy Labours as thou haſt begun. 
Impartial Juſtice to thy beſt maintain, 

Nor let good Laws in Force ſubſiſt in vain. 
Reform th' unbounded Licence of the Times, 
Was Freedom meant to be a Cloak for Crimes? 
Shall bare-fac'd Riot o'er the Land increaſe, 
And factious Feuds expoſe the Publick Peace; 


Aban- 


* 


ch 
tions 


Inn 
Abandon d Wretches on thy Perſon tread.. 
And near the ſacred Senate lift their Head? 
Could Inſolence, if unſupported, go 
Lengths, that had almoſt plung'd the Realm in Woe ? 
Say, State-Phyſician, has thy dext'rous Skil! 


No Noſtrum found for this enormous Ill, 


Which, as the Bark ſubdues a Fever's Force, 


May ſtop this dangerous Torrent's wilder Courſe 2 


Would ſtrict, coercive Rules be miſapply d, 
Where milder Methods have in vain been try'd ? 
Thou know i that Neptune, when the Storm increas'd, 


Shook but his Trident, and its Fury ceas d. 


Seek and encourage Worth, tho Numbers frown, 
Succeſsful Merit beſt will ſpeak thy nu 

But, above all, with double Warrath defend 
The zealous, faſt, invariable Friend, 

Who, fix d to Reaſon, whence his Conduct ſprings, 
Unites his Country's Intereſt with his King's: 
Unlike thoſe Sophiſts, whoſe affected Wit 
Would, what is ſimple, into Sections ſplit: 
Whoſe Wiles exhauſted, by a laſt Effort 

Seek to disjoia the County from the Court. 

Of Arts be (till the Patron, nor refuſe 


The genuine Labours of the Heayen-born Mule, 


Who 
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Who ſpurning Earth's low Manſion, upwards ſprings, 
Tow'rs like the Lark, and as divinely ings, 
Tis Hers alone Immortal Fame to give, 
And make Thee, Walpole, after Death to live. 
Let Science in each Branch thy Smiles obtain, 
Twill profit and adorn our Monarch's Reign: 
To Thee too uſeful in the various Ways 
Which Nature treads, and Policy diſplays. 
Dead Scenes without it were the Courts of Kings, 
And crouded Levees flat, unmeaning Things. 
Diſdain the venal, flight the wavering Mind, 
That varies, like the Fane, with every Wind. | 
Check the too forward, rouze th' unactive Spleen 5 
Boch err, unconſcious of the golden Mean. f 
Who lags thro Sloth, or who at random flies, 
Alike is diſtanc'd, and foregoes the Prize. 
Such only, who within the bounded Space, 
Know when to ſlacken, or to mend their Pace, 
Deſerve to ſhare the Honours of the Race. 
Who fail in theſe Purſuits, or who excel, 
Thou, the beſt Judge of Meric, beſt canſt tell. 


Thus fenc'd, what Force can ſhake thy rooted Power, 
Which, like the Palm, oppreſs d but ſpreads the more? 
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Detraction, wearied out, ſhall drop her Sting, 

And ſoaring Faction flag th' expanded Wing. 

Wild Leagues, which but to name our Spirits chill, 
Shall burſt, as Poiſons mix'd each other kill. 

Or, ſhould new Aids a while their Bands ſuſtain, 
Wrap'd in thy Virtue, what can give Thee Pain ? 
Unſhaken Virtue, conſtant in her Courſe, 

Shall riſe ſuperior ſtill to Fraud or Force. 

Like a tough Oak, deep-rogred in the Ground, 

She ſtands unmov'd, tho' Whirlwinds ſweep around. 
Ofc has th' unſpotted Maid, tis true, complain'd 
Of groſs Neglect, while Vice and Folly reignd. 
Rome's Founder, Bacchus, and the Twins of old, 
Of whom ſuch Wonders, while they liv'd, arc told, 
Rough Men to poliſh who the Secret found, 
Taught them for Food to plant and till the Ground, 
Compos'd fierce Wars, Commercial Cities rais d, 
And for a > uſeful Arts were prais'd: 

Did not theſe Gods, ſays: Horace, once ſo fam d. 
On Earth, lament their nobleſt Deeds were blam d? 
How far d it with Alcmena's Son by Jove, 

Who in the World's Defence with Monſters ſtrove ? 
Could he, whoſe Arm th' enormous Hydra flew, 
Th' invenom d Rage of envious Tongues: ſubdue ? 


[1G] 
But Time, an upright J udge, has done him Right, 
And plac'd his Actions in the faireſt Light. 


Superior Merit, tho' by all avow'd, 


If once it thwart our Aims, is difallow'd. 

But when the Good we ſlighted, Fate withdraws, 
The vileſt Slander turns to juſt Applauſe, 

So the bright Sun's full Splendor racks our Eyes, 
But when once ſet, his golden Beams we prize, 
Thus Fortitude's beſt Proof is to endure 


What Heroes ſuffer'd, and what Time ſhall cure. 


If from the old to modern Times we- come, 
What Climate is not reſtleſs Enyy's Home? 
Where Diſcontent, from Diſappolutment bred, 
Reſides, th' intriguing Hag ſtill chruſts her Head; 
Fomenting Jars to diſunite the Great, 

And plotting Schemes to clog the Wheels of State. 
But in Britannia tis the Harpy ſheds 

Her vileſt Filth, which like Infection ſpreads. 

Here wiſe Godolphin was attack d, like Thee, 

Vet who ere grac'd his Station more than He ? 
Not Ariftides, tho ſurnam'd the Juſt, 

Diſcharg'd with cleaner Hands his publick Truſt. 


And 


L 16 
And yet the Briton, like the Greek, became 
At laſt the Victim of his ſpotleſs Fame. 
Even Marlborough's ſelf, the Soipio of his Age, 
Was ſeen to ſtand the Brunt of factious Rage. 
Like the brave Roman's, was our Hero's Lot, 
Whoſe cnvied Glory was his only Blot. 
Wich Men, like theſe, who grudges to be blam'd? 
'Tis Honour's Triumph to be ſo defam'd. 
Yer if a friendly Wiſh may cloſe this Page, 
And to our Minds recal a wiſer Age, 
Mayſt Thou, ſtill ſitting at the Helm of State, 
Meet rather with a Barkigh's juſler Fate, 
Who in his Courſe ſometimes, like S/, o'ercaſt, 
Shot double Luſtre, when the'Clouds were paſt, 
May GEORGE, Eliza like, thy Foes diſarm, 
And ſhield his faithful Miniſter from Harm, 
Whoſe ſole Demerit from his Duty ſprings 
To ſerve with ſteady Zeal the Beſt of Kings. 


